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I consulted neither guide nor book. My choice of churches
was quite haphazard, I wandered where fancy took me.
First I heard Mass at St. Peter's, and in a side chapel before
the altar of the Holy Madonna knelt by the side of a ragged
woman who held a little bundle in her arms and crossed herself
fervently and seemed to entreat the favour of intercession.
At the Porta San Paolo in the Church of San Paolo, large,
modern, dazzling with marbles, alabaster and malachite, I
added my candle to the others. Then to Santa Maria Maggiore,
where legend relates that the Virgin appeared twice to the
Pope Liberius and bade him erect a church wherever on the
morrow he should find a fall of snow. At the foot of a little
marble stair, in a half-open crypt below the level of the church
floor, on the very spot where the snow fell, stood the altar of the
Holy Virgin, and the most adorable Bambino carved in marble
with a golden aureole round his head, A pink light glimmered
from the silver hanging lamp overhead. I left two tall candles
burning there.
On March I7th to the Irish Franciscan Church of St. Isidore.
Opposite St. Isidore was a convent door. Someone was coming
out. I asked if I could go in. The nun said she could not
refuse me, but that it was a private chapel. I left some
flowers on the altar there.
Then to the Churches of St. Cecilia, and to the Madonna
del Popolo and to S. Maria sopra Minerva, where Dominican
monks wandered about in the half-light. To Santa Maria in
Cosmedin,built among the pillars of the Temple of Proserpine—
where I lingered a long while in an atmosphere of profound
quietude.
To Saint John Lateran, through the great bronze doors that
belonged to the Forurn, and afterwards to meditate in the
exquisite cloister.
On March 25th, which was the Festa of the Annunciation,
I climbed up the Pincio steps to S. Trinita del Monte and rang
the convent bell. A nun, who called herself M£re Mariana,
showed me the frescoed church, and the cloister, but, " Where

